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down with iced champagne; but, alas! not for
long. Ice there was, certainly, but we drank it in
et quass; " while for food we had to fall back on
our own stale provisions.

"Can we have anything to eat?'* was our first
question, when, having failed in getting any water
to wash in, we made up our minds to " pig it" that
night, and present our credentials to the governor of
Kiakhta in the morning. But there was no food
in the house, the old man said, and all the shops
were shut. To-morrow they would be open at six,
" and we could breakfast early/' he added, by way
of consolation.

A pleasant welcome after a journey of eight
hundred miles, I thought that night as I lay down
in my sheepskins on the grimy floor, wondering
whether it would be as bad as this throughout
Siberia. The stench, rats, and vermin, kept us
awake more than half the night* I would have
given a good deal to be back in mid-desert. There,
at least, one had fresh air.

It poured with rain all next day. Our ill-luck did
not desert us, for on calling at the governor's house in
the morning, we were told he was away, and would
probably not return for a fortnight at least, by which
time we hoped to be many miles from Kiakhta. M.
Gribooshin, a tea-merchant, on whom I had a letter
of credit, was also away shooting in Mongolia; but
his clerk provided us with the necessary funds, and
we left his luxurious mansion with a sigh of regret
to return wet and dispirited to our squalid room
at the inn, and settle our plans for getting out of
the dismal, inhospitable place as quickly as possible.